KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

The voyage had been far from calm, and the move-
ment of swelling waters was still in my veins. Under foot,
the earth seemed to be heaving and rolling, the whole
street and the skies swayed like a see-saw. I felt giddy and
in order to escape, I ducked my head and plunged down
a side street without taking the trouble to decipher its
name. This led me into an even narrower thoroughfare,
where the din of music and mob was muffled almost to
extinction. One street opened out of another like the
anastomoses of arteries and veins. They were less well
lighted the farther I withdrew from the central square,
which was brightly illuminated with arc-lamps. Over-
head the stars could be distinguished, now that my eyes
were no longer dazzled by the glare. How dark the
intervening spaces of heaven appeared as I gazed up-
ward!

This must be "sailor-town," quite near the harbour,
for my nostrils were tickled with the stench of rotting
fish and seaweed and tar, with the indescribable odour
issuing from badly ventilated houses wherein the air
remains stagnant until it is swept away by a health-
bringing gale. Such twilight as hung over these alley-
ways was healing to my mind. It was delightful to be
alone. I slackened my pace, studied the narrow streets,
each of which was different from the others, being here
coquettish or amorous, there wrapped in inviolable
peace. All, however, were dark, and filled with the soft
murmur of voices and music which arose from nowhere
in particular, but from unseen springs deep within the
houses. Doors and windows were tightly shut, and the
only lights were red or yellow lanterns hanging from a
porch at rare intervals.

* I have a special predilection for such quarters in un-
known towns, these foul market-places of the passions,
filled with temptations for men who sail the seas and who
turn in here for a night of pleasure, hoping to realize
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